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No. 1050. JOHN AND MARIA SERIES—‘““WHAT MAKES YOU SO SLOW?” 


John and Maria haven't been married long; at least not long enough for the novelty 
to wear off. It oughn’t to be necessary to mention the fact, but for the chance that you 
haven't looked at the picture before reading about it. They have just come home from 
the theater and are beginning their nightly race into bed. John always accuses Maria of 
being so slow. That's the way with a man who hasn’t got half the things to untie and 
unhook and unbutton that a woman has, but tonight Maria has got a good start because she 
made him unhook the back of her gown before the race started, and John forgot to unbut- 
ton his collar band and, in his hurry, his head has stuck in it and he can't wiggle loose. 
While he is struggling Maria is getting down to the unmentionables. 5 

They're in the stretch now and, as you can see, Maria is putting her best foot forward 
to win. And now it is she who is crying: “Come on, what makes you so slow?” 


Last in Bed Puts Out the Light. | 
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No. 1051. JOHN AND MARIA SERIES—LAST IN BED PUTS OUT THE LIGHT. 


The finish—Maria leads. She just snapped her garters and won in the stretch. John 
made a desperate finish, but he got his nightie on backwards and before he could get straight 
Maria, looking a winner all over, and showing a glimpse of her true form, won by a jump. 
As the racing man would say, however, the finish was close, and a blanket would cover 
them both. ; 

According to the rules of the game, “Last in bed puts out the light,’’ and John is forced 
to back up while Maria snuggles down into the downy pillows and gives him the laugh. 
John, still panting over his exertion of getting out of his pants, plays lobster and backs 
out of bed, kicks his shins against the furniture and goes to pay the penalty, growling that 
Maria cheated and got a start on him. Just like a man, isn’t it? 


1052. It’s Up to You to Blow It. 
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No, 1052. JOHN AND MARIA SERIES—“IT’S UP TO YOU TO BLOW IT,” 


John, fearing to attempt to crawl around the foot of the bed in the dark, decides on 
a bit of strategy to save his shins, and crawls back into bed, maneuvering for position so 
that he may lean over the footboard and blow out the light. 

Twice as he attempts it Maria interferes with his blowing by tickling the soles of his 
feet while she gloats over his discomfiture and laughingly tells him ‘It’s up to you to blow. 
You did enough of it before we started and ought to have enough left in you to put out. 
the light.” 

John’s growls are the only reply, and they serve only to bring new peals of laughter 
from Maria, who adds: ‘Oh say, but you're slow. I'll never be afraid of you becoming 
fast. I'll have to tell the neighbors you never beat your wife.” 

“Oh, you got it out at last, did you? well then, crawl up here to your place end be a 
real nice little boy and I'll kiss you good night. Ugh, you’ve been smoking those horrid 
cigars again, and your whiskers scratch. But you're a nice old bear of a hubby, even if 
you are slow. Good night.” 


10538. A Nip on the Sly. 


No. 1053. JOHN AND MARIA SERIES—A NIP ON THE SLY. 


John, husband like, wants what he wants when he wants it, so he turns over on his 
side and gives a realistic imitation of a buzz saw cutting through a gum knot to make his 
poor, trusting little wifey believe he is sound asleep. But every once in awhile he stops 
snoring just long enough to listen to the sweet, regular breathing of Maria, who appears 
to be off in dreamland. And he never once suspects she is onto him. 

John's thirst keeps growing and growing, until he can stand it no longer, and he’cau- 
tiously turns his head to see what is going on, on the other pillow. How can men plot wicked- 
ness while looking at such innocence and beauty? , 

“Whew,"’ mutters John to himself, ‘I guess she has gone at last. I'm as dry as a fish. 
Wonder if 1 can reach that bottle I hid in the stand drawer without waking her. Steady 
there, steady—now I've got it. Now for a long pull, a strong pull and a pull altogether. 
{ wish I had a clove. Gee, that certainly does hit the right spot. Just like pouring 
water down a rat hole. Think I'll just take another little nip on the sly, and then to 
bye-bye land.” 


No. 1054. JOHN AND MARIA SERIES—‘WELL, JOHN, DID YOU THINK I WAS 
ASLEEP?” 


“Gdod, good, good,” says the bottle. 

“Um, better, better, better,” gurgles John. 

Then Johnnie gets a jolt, for his poor innocent little wifey, who don t know a thing 
in the world, sits up suddenly and before John can detach himself from the bottle, she 
remarks: 

“Well, John, did you think I was asleep? I’ve been lying here watching you all the 
time, youwretch. You think you can deceive your trusting wife, eh, and drink that hateful 
stutl? You ought to be ashamed of yourself, deceiving me that way. What's that? 
Me deceiving you, eh? Making you think I was asleep, you say? Well, how else 
can | keep you straight, I’dike to know? Next thing you know you'll be beating me. 
No, you didn't-beat me tonight. Don’t try toxget funny. There you go! Just like a man, 
want to turn over and go to sleep just when | have something to say to you. You're a beast, 
and I'll never, never, never love you again, so I won't! No, I won't forgive you. I won't, 
I tell you! Never! No, its no use to argue. I won't forgive you. I won't make up. 
Oh, you will? And take me to dinner down town afterwards? You're a dear. I've 
been wanting to go all week. Of course, I'll forgive you. Come on and snuggle up and 
be a good boy.” 


1085. Ohl What a Difference Inthe Morning. 


No. 1055. JOHN AND MARIA SERIES—OH! WHAT A DIFFERENCE IN THE MORNING. 


“Oh! I’m dying. My head is splitting wide open. Please look inside and see if I’ve 


got any sense.”’ : 
“That's just what you deserve for trying to deceive me and make me think you never 


drink. = 

“Oh, L never will again, Maria. Say, look on the floor and see if I've swallowed the fur 
rug. My mouth feels like it. This water just cools off the edges. It gets to the boiling 
point before it gets half way down and I think it turns to steam.” 

“There, that’s a little better, but the ice water is all gone. Never mind, here’s the 
wash pitcher there may be enough i in that to put out the fire, and if that fails, I’m going to 
turn the hose in. I'll never, never, never do it again if I live to be a million! Yes, dear, 
I’m some better now, at least the fire is under control. Oh, gee, it’s breaking out again. 
Give me that pitcher again. 

“What do I want for breakfast. Ugh, don’t mention breakfast. What I want is a 
cake of ice, chipped ice, ice cream, and a cistern full of ice water. Sorry? You bet I’m 
sorry. Old Mr. R. E. Morse i is going to spend three or four days with me anyhow.”? 


